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how we got here 


i used to be in the business 
of collecting visions 
they knew that 
they had a copy of my book 

i don’t have visions anymore 
i explained to them 
when the meeting adjourned 
i didn’t know how to handle that 
the spark of belief was gone 
at first i didn’t write at all 

when i write now 

i have to do it deliberately 

it is a violence i visit 

on life on memory on myself 

reducing unspeakable tensions 

to dead monochrome doggerel 

so here we are 
cutting the crap 
and i promise you 
i mean every word 
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marie ouebadinskoue 


marie 

my great-ghost-grandmother 

your face your date of birth 

are lost to us 

how many more untold 

faces histories 

are gone 

never to return? 

ah femme 

convertie appele marie-madeleine 

avec nom dit chrestienne 

you married an alien 

a pallid invader 

from across the atlantic 

in the same year you died 

bearing a child who would not survive 
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arriere-grand-mere claudia 


they say my great-grandmother 

could with the aid of poultice and incantation 

pluck a wart from your body 

throw it in the fire and 

you wouldn’t feel a thing 

my father drove me up 

to her funeral along 

the frozen Connecticut river 

the air placid frigid silent 

we passed countless covered bridges 

after the service in west stewartstown 
my uncle the organic dairy farmer 
in what may be his only suit 
remembered her as the woman 
who rubbed a holy medal 
on his irreversibly paralyzed leg 
and restored its motion 

she came from brousseau mountain 
and it is said 

that ball lightning would roll down the hill 
past her house all the time 

the last time i saw her 
in her wheelchair and party hat 
in the nursing home parking lot 
in view of the barbed wire fence 
of the local prison 

they were feeding her low-sodium corn bread 

she spoke little but 

she smiled wildly and without ceasing 

a smile suggesting a world of 

beautiful secrets 

she’ll never tell 


3 



after the angels’ recital 


after the angels’ recital 

emile nelligan and i 

sat together allowing the echoes 

to settle in our heads 

or so i imagine 

it was an awkward time for us 
adrift in the gulf 
in our mutual understanding 
he was dead 
i not yet born 

but he smiled at me so warmly 

as he pulled something precious 

from the lining of his dark woolen coat 

and slipped it into my hand 

i dropped it as i fell 

into the darkness of the womb 

and never saw what it was 

i can only 

learn to hold these things 
and hope he understands 
as i cannot hear him now 
nor canispeak his tongue 
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pantheon 


now listen 

it’s no good asking 

whether god exists 

when the sun is a god 
and the rain is a god 
everything that warms you 
or chills you to the bone 
everything that loves you 
or leaves you all alone 
every truth you strive to hold 
every lie you've ever told 

when all your fighting and dreaming 

all your taking and giving 

your shitting and screaming 

every moment of your living 

is worship 

it hardly matters 

whether god exists 
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a precocious existentialism 


she had the night shift when i was little 

before work she put me to bed 

and told me a story about sad apes 

who locked themselves in boxes without fruit 

that was the only subject 

of any story worth telling 

she left my room and the crickets chirped 
the stars appeared to rotate slowly around 
the makeshift plastic-coated wooden slide 
my father had built in the backyard 
the moon shone and small as i was 
i knew it was lit by the nearest star 
burning itself out 
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consecration 


once i lived suspended 

on a cloud of student loans 

in the city of new york 

fed and housed by a master promissory note 

painfully aware that there was no future 

falling asleep on the lucky star bus 
idling on the highway 
beside a golf course in the bronx 
in my fevered head i began to pray 

let me make a pilgrimage to some dark place 

sleep out the winter 

far from mother and father’s gaze 

hagia sophia let me serve you 

the constant running of cool water 

the half-light of clouded northern days 

and mannah from the mother of the universe 

which tastes only faintly like dark bread 

these will be enough to feed 
my aching head through the remaining 
unhoped-for decades 
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ostalgie 


and rita said 

the heavens are divided first 
meaningfully dropping the film’s title 
in her last words to her fiance 
before the iron curtain came down 
so hard between them 

on the screen she marveled 

at the glass and cellophane 

the storefronts and restaurants of west berlin 

while i marveled 

at her state-assigned train factory job 

and the teachers’ college she attends tuition-free 

taken seriously where she works and studies 

in this bizarre place with no unemployment 

no wonder she went back 

even without manfred 

the heavens stood divided 
between the germanies 
but here they are fractured 
into countless skies 
one for salaried professionals 
another for unemployed youth 
one for middle-class home-makers 
another for working single mothers 

freedom from want from fear 
rita had these and i am jealous 
sometimes they seem to be 
in another sky 


8 



even if you miss 


hey kid 

aim for the moon 

even if you miss you’ll land 

a job at walmart maybe 

i heard they’re hiring 

for the season and if you’re 

really good you might get to 

stay full-time 

so get in line behind the 
single parents at 
the customer service desk 
next to the sign listing 
money-wiring rates and 
don’t forget your social 
security number 
for heaven’s sake 
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red shift 


when we were five years old 

the world we knew was eight blocks wide 

wherever i was in the universe 

your voice would carry by citizens’ band 

in years to come 

the grid that held our world expanded 

even crossed the state line 

you called my house on still evenings 

everything changed the day i heard 
that the universe was blowing up like a balloon 
growing more quickly all the time 
destined not to pop but to dissolve 
that galaxies were devouring each other whole 
sending star systems hurtling 
into the dark in slow motion 
that from a distance the sun is a mote of dust 
suspended on a strand of dark matter 
an axon or dendrite in the cosmic brain 
reaching out in all directions 
and backward in time 

from the window of an ascending plane 
i saw you opening the door to your car 
i wondered where you were going 
you wondered whether my shadow 
belonged to a bird 
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i witnessed a moment of pride 


the first things i notice about guate 
palm trees line the runway 
a single international terminal 
traffic congested stoplights horizontal 
young boys walk hand-in-hand everywhere 
the city looks safer when you're not alone 
in a country that posts rifle-bearing guards 
at the doors of its banks 

on the road to pana 

private schools behind barbed-wire-topped gates 
ball moss on all the electrical wires 
and billboards utility poles even rocks bear 
the marks of political parties 
patriota lider maiz 

in pana every cafe television 
shows the youth world cup 
while i am distracted 
bemoaning my american world 
the winning goal 
a shout rises from everywhere 
guate 
guate 
guate 
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crazy ramon 


she said she knew some things 

about crazy ramon 

said he’d taken a liking to her 

and shown her something 

he wouldn’t show anyone else 

his texas driver’s license 

his name isn’t really ramon she said 

he had an anglo name 

back in the states 

and wasn’t as old as he looked 

he was wanted by the f.b.i. 

or at least thought she’d be impressed 

if he told her that 

the real estate offers he made 

to wary expats about town 

were no better than a good deal on 

the brooklyn bridge 

but he really did have acres 

of ill-gotten land 

outside town 

he had a grown son 
they weren’t on speaking terms 
the last time they were together 
ramon had pointed a gun at him 

he had the biggest drug operation in town 
and he was wanted by 
every protestant vigilante 
in panajachel 

everyone had business with crazy ramon 
and nobody wanted to know him 
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at least that’s what she told me 
about crazy ramon 
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battered by the rain 


after miyazawa kenji 

battered by the rain 
bowled over by the wind 
supplicant to winter snows 
and sizzled by the summer sun 
this was all i hoped to be 

almost too tired to walk sometimes 
consumed willingly by a longing that sought no end 
finding the warm flame of cosmic love 
in the streetlights reflected on wet pavement 

i needed only a bunk somewhere 
a desk and some drawers for my clothes 

some pop-tarts and 
a cup of lentil soup each day 

if demonstrators were gathering on first avenue 

to stand and bear witness 

if a friend needed help finding the airport 

to lead her to the queens-bound f train at two a.m. 

pushed along the sidewalk by the throngs 
pressed on all sides by other riders on the six 
content to remain unrecognized wherever i went 

that was the only person 
i knew how to be 


14 



a pidgeon from nowhere 


saw a pidgeon 

from nowhere 

fly up the down 

escalator and thought 

that’s too conveniently poetic 

qualify that 

saw paths demarcated by 
footfalls intersect 
underground over 
and over in 
a fluid mass 
that’s too operatic 
qualify that 

you said our stop 
is coming soon 

well 

that’s optimistic 
please 

quantify that 
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star of wonder 


fighting a strong gust 

of wind along madison avenue 

and peering through 

the frost on my glasses 

i see a glowing orb hovering 

over fifty-seventh street 

wander toward it alone 

the cold seeping in 

under the hem of my peacoat 

taxis careening wildly into the night 

a star a star 

shining in the night 

it brings no wisdom 

and only the coldest light 

it leads me to no inn i can afford 

and i know better than to seek 

a manger in central park 

on closer inspection 

the star is a great 

lighted crystal snowflake 

suspended on cables 

how many tons 
i wonder turning 
my collar up against 
the screaming howling cold 
how many tons 
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palilalia 


of course i always planned to finish college 

but instead i returned home like 

the parabolic parodical son 

with no degree 

and a lingering fear of schools 

grandpa too had 
a nervous breakdown in college 
smart and dilligent as he was 
and now he’s a drop-out 
with a good pension 

and shelves of books on medieval warfare 

even when history doesn’t mean 

to repeat itself 

it stammers stutters 

and says the same words again 

in an unconscious whisper like 

i would when i was seven 
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a memory of pokemon silver 


the world was drawn in perfect square tiles 
sixteen by sixteen pixels each 
no variation in opacity 
somehow riddled with secrets 
fifty-six colors on the sceen 
somehow radiant 
three-frame walking animation 
somehow entrancing 

a beautiful lie 

i could wander the world at will 
and never fear hunger 
i could conquer all these cities 
and never seek a place to sleep 

sometimes all i see now are 
ledges i can’t climb 
trees i can’t cut 

the road to cherrygrove city is closed 
and i cannot fly or cross the water 

but i am emulating these 
radiant deceptive eight-bit dreams 
despite everything 
i am keeping them alive 
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acceptance 


thank you thank you 
wow 

it’s such an honor to be here tonight 
on this couch in a waltham basement 
i’d just like to take a moment to thank 

the man who shouted 
have a nice day 
angrily it seemed 
as i passed him 

on wards island bridge in the rain 

and the one who told me 

he’d throw me in the fucking tracks 

at the rockefeller center station 

if i didn’t give him all the money in my wallet 

dude tried that at rush hour 

i just apologized and walked away 

and the person who proffered a hug 
to every passerby in occupied zuccotti park 
i accepted 

it was a very tight hug 

i’d like to thank every store 

and fast food establishment 

that has received an application 

from me since i decided not to go back 

to new york 

and never called 

i’d like to thank my parents 
for covering the copay for the therapist 
who convinced me i wasn’t as fucked up 
as i thought i was 
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and the watertown target 
for finally giving me a job 
once i’d pissed in a cup 
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irish queen maureen 


i have to spare a moment for maureen 

who bought a junkyard truck for a dollar 

put a gun in the glove box and 

got the hell out of lawrence 

who landed on Venice beach 

who took night shifts at a women’s prison 

and found herself an honorary inmate 

maureen who came to my wedding 
in nana’s backyard 

who paused her road trip to witness 
a wedding that would not be possible 
when she bought a truck for a dollar 
and drove until she landed 
three or four 

thousand miles away at Venice beach 
maureen who 

days after the supreme court said 
people like her had a right to marry 
uploaded a facebook selfie showing 
her sandwiched between two women 
one-third her age and naked 
both of them painted in stars and stripes 

maureen who still takes in stray 
men she finds hungry and alone in 
the parking lot at denny’s 
maureen who has seen 
impossible things 
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bodies of work 


nana said if she had waited 
to have children until 
she could afford them she would 
never 

have had children 
and the same goes for 
my mother 
and hers 

nana said when the mills 
finally closed 

her mother worked whatever jobs 
she could find 

cooking cleaning piecework 
until she managed to go to nursing school 

nana said once her mother 
was a fully trained nurse 
she worked nights at the hospital 
washing bodies mostly 

nana said grandpa’s mother 

took in more foster children until 

the subsidies were enought to feed everyone 

nana imparted the history 
of ancestors 
women whose bodies 
of work were the children 
they fought to feed 
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at brown’s 


an unruly crowd has filled 
the parking lot at brown’s lobster pound 
they can feel the hot airborne oil and 
smell the deep-fried clams as they 
pass the kitchen vents 

they eat at picnic tables 
crammed inside or on the deck 
sporting a classic view 
of flat marshes and 
the nuclear reactor dome 

at the intersection down the road 
once stood an inn where nana’s father 
would rent rooms for a month every year 
afforded only by an illegal sublet 
to fellow horse-gamblers from florida 

and so every year nana and the others 
summered in seabrook and hampton 
ditching the moribund lawrence mills 
for the frigid surf and the sun 
that ruddied their skin 

now in brown’s lobster pound 
i cannot see the spot on nana’s nose 
where she had a carcinoma removed 
she’s smiling so broadly unknowing 
her first great-grandchild is here 
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nightly intercession 


please 

for heaven’s sake keep 

taking up space 

that’s just what matter does 

and you matter 

most to me 

my love 
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street lights in fitchburg 


just up the hill from market basket 
only one or two street lights are on 
the other day we heard 
a young man in the neighbors’ back yard 
loudly drunkenly announcing 
his candidacy for mayoral office 
shouting that he’d 

turn on every street light in fitchburg 

but tonight they’re mostly off again 

a string of small bluish orbs 

shines suspended in the heart of darkness 

lining the pathway before a house whose owners 

bought a few solar-powered garden lights 

at the dollar store beside market basket 

it must be dark now too 

in the library across the river 

i imagine the hmong-english dictionary 

and the vinyl copy of 

pete seeger’s circles and seasons 

sleeping 

as it were 

undisturbed 

sleeping too are 

the dta office nearby 
the schools on south street 
the old closed planetarium out on 
john fitch highway 

trains from boston arrive every hour or two 
but who is on them now 
here at the end of the line 
i wonder 

we don’t need all the street lights on tonight 
as long as we’ve got nowhere to go 
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the thaw 


spring comes to new england 

so late we no longer 

expect its arrival 

and the curious motorcade 

watches police and medics pace 

a stretcher emerges from the scene 

a body hidden in a sheet 

like michelangelo we are asked to 

cover the profanity 

our most fragile things 

lie hidden in winter snow 

until all at once it recedes like a sheet 

the smooth glide of our cars killed by a 

pop smack shatter 

in the new stillness we fumble 

for our glasses for anything 

to make it all clearer 
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precious little tragedies 


i collect in a jar 

all the cold hard miniature 

tragedies of the morning 

the snow in my shoes 

the absence of a glove 

a slip on the ice 

as i set off for a job that 

doesn’t pay the rent 

but i should be grateful 

to live here in the free world 

i know we need north korea like 

kirn jong-un needs 

a swift kick in the ass 

like the people of hamhung need 

illegal copies of james cameron’s titanic 

we thrive on the smuggled footage of 

orphan street children building 

fires in the snow 

to minimize our own 

cold hard little tragedies what 

monsters we are when 

all is said and done 
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fitness suggestions 


shred your abs 
burn your buns 
blast your belly fat 
in just thirty days 

torch away the excess weight 

tear and tone 

then bake ninety minutes 

at three hundred fifty degrees fahrenheit 

destroy your waist 

pillage your cellulite 

lay waste to all and leave 

the earth scorched behind you as you go 
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poppy seeds 


one of us left 

poppy seeds on the counter 
where the ants used to be 
they seem to crawl at the edges 
of my field of vision 
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the notes we left 


the acrid smell of burning plastic 
from the faulty wire in the fridge 
was mostly gone when we came back 
to pack up whatever we could move 
in my corolla and my father’s kia sedona 
the landlord had left an angry note 
on the door and piss 
on the toilet seat 

we packed pots pans the printer 

clothes whatever 

we knew we would need 

the fridge had started to smell 

of hot coolant 

and we didn’t open it 

knowing there were rotten eggs inside 

on the front my spouse wrote in sharpie 

that the fire department told us 

it should not be plugged in 

he couldn’t stop writing 

on the windows he wrote 

that the landlord should replace the glass 

that was broken before we moved in 

over a year before 

and above a hole in the floor 

added that he should fix that too 

he even left a post-it on the toilet 

a friendly reminder 

to clean it up 

and leaving the furniture we could not move 
we fled that place one last time 
drove off up route two and 
four ninety-five away from 
fitchburg and the lingering acrid smell 
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a trucker on i ninety-five 


he knows the location 
of every t.a. and flying j 
on this interstate he knows 
where to get the best 
free shower to buy the 
cheapest cigarettes 

human touch too 

is sold along this road 

he consumes it wearily 

in cheap motel rooms 

where a draft from a passing truck 

rattles the walls threatens 

to tear everything apart 
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the art of expecting 


speak 

if the spirit moves you 
holler if it possesses you 
and won’t let go 
cry out 

if you are all-consumed 
i will understand if you are silent 
i have hardly spoken myself 
these long months 
ever since we stopped scrying 
for a second pink line 

the sun slips fast 
across the sky the nights 
pass reluctantly the radiators 
hiss our child 

restless within stretches and squirms 
we see the shadow of a limb 
pass by your navel 

in another life child 

i may have traveled the world 

in another life i may have taught at universities 

but i can leave all that aside 

until i’ve seen your face 
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disintegration of the self 


i was an empty room 
with an open window 
lived and breathed in 
empty stairwells 
reading jung and 
dreaming foggily 

of mute and wind-swept orchards 

now my life is 
a party on the front porch 
raucous laughter and 
i am no one in particular but 
my family’s so great i can 
hardly hear 

the whispers of the elms 
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dawn chorus 


we saw thick clouds swirling malignant 
on the dopplar all morning 

but by the time you were swaddled in your carseat 

the sky was clearing leaving 

most of the world indoors 

snow neatly plowed onto the curbs muffling 

the sound of the car i hadn’t started in five days 

ninety-three north was clearer 
than i’ve ever seen 

trees sprawled their freshly whitened tendrils 
into the impossibly radiant pinks of evening 
we did not turn on the radio 
i listened to 

some strange music in the harmonic resonance 
of the trees of the road of everything 
that had sung you into being 
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rip tide 


the scene unfolds like 

the start of a bad dream about drowning 

the surf is calm the sky 

clear and quiet abruptly 

the shore recedes 

leaving my partner and me 

in deepening water 

i don’t like how far out it’s pulling us 

he says and i agree 

we try to swim back and end 

up further out where 

his feet do not touch the sand 

let’s swim this way 
i say pointing southward and 
he agrees clasping my arm 

i am pulling him he 
founders gasps panics 
i picture him dying 
alone in the sea 
now i am behind him digging 
my toes into the sand at 
every trough 
ordering him not to panic 
holding him back telling him 
to let the next wave push him 
toward the shore now 
growing dim 
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we catch the eyes of 

my young sister stumbling in the shallows 
and wave 

she starts toward us then 
turns away to seek help when 
we vigorously shake our heads 

we push hard and 

the shore grows mercifully closer 

when we stumble back 

an apocalyptic fog has settled 

on everything dampening 

the sound of the breakers but 

apart from this change 

in the weather and 

our shared memories 

this event now has no more reality than 

a bad dream about drowning 
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proger seven 


we waited half an hour as our baby screamed 
so hard sometimes she could not breathe 
until the nurse chose not to insert the i.v. after all 

a decision was made 

if the medicine appeared to work overnight 

we’d all go home 

otherwise the neurosurgery team 

was prepared to biopsy 

her room in proger seven was bigger 

than our living room back home 

and so still and quiet only the window revealed 

we were hovering over Washington street 

it was a far cry 

from the gurney in the hallway 

they gave you at the emergency room in leominster 

where you languished for five hours vomiting 

with no fluid i.v. and no water allowed 

lest it spill 

i was chosen to stay the night 
i fed her foul-smelling disposable bottles of formula 
that gave her diarrhea 
i sang her to sleep a few times 

the moon is like a boat my love 
i went out in the hazelwood 
as the Chinatown traffic evaporated below 

she stirred again when i had closed my eyes at last 
and before i could rouse myself 
the night nurse was holding her 
calming her better than i knew how 
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read-write 


i ask you who the hell 
has the time the money 
to read a literary magazine 

the poetry i want to read-write 
is the poetry of our read-write culture 
a guerrilla poetry scrawled 
between veiny penises and 
good-time phone numbers 
messaged to you by some drunk friend 
at three o’clock in the morning 
screaming plagiarisms 
seizures 

of the means of production 
unfit to be anthologized 
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ourselves alone 


we tell our own stones because 
no one else will tell them because 
they would rather speculate manufacture 
or simply ignore us and hope 
we go away in time 

we tell our own stories so 
they will not die 
with us 
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astor place 


when anna freud visited new york 
erik erikson took her to astor’s 
fabled empire of fur and gold 
it’s a k-mart now 

i figured i had enough money to 
buy my mother something so 
i took the six to astor place and 
walked directly into k-mart 
up the escalators i found 
the travel mugs in bins 
in the shadow of a stack of 
unwanted doormats threatening 
to fall 

i put back the first mug i picked up 
because a spider had nested inside 

back downstairs by the exit 
to the uptown six platform 
i picked up a box of pop-tarts 
as the cashiers carefully called out 
customers’ change 

thirteen seventy-eight 
one twenty-six 
nine dollars 
and eleven cents 
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shelter in place 


two angry young men 
brothers aimless in life 

thought they could end american imperialism 
by killing a few marathon runners 
by killing a child 

as the shrapnel settled police apprehended 

a saudi they found among the running wounded 

and we all heard 

they had a suspect already 

but it came to nothing 

officer down at m.i.t. three days later 
a bloody shootout at night in the street outside 
the target store where i worked the week before 
the czech ministry of foreign affairs 
released a reminder that 
the czech republic is not Chechnya 

one suspect died in the street outside target 
the other disappeared in a stolen car 
the order came down 
shelter in place 

no travel by non-essential personnel 
stay at home 

boston was closed for a day 

so tanks and helicopters could comb the streets 

for one bleeding man 

waiting to die in someone’s old boat 
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some months later on the way home 

on route two west at night 

the headlights of my corolla lit a sign 

promising a dunkin’ donuts location off 

exit thirty-seven in devens 

i drove two miles in the dark 

down jackson road past the 

hollowed husks of government and military offices 

with orderly lawns and uniform signs 

and wondered at this living tomb in the countryside 

where a young murderer 

was interred awaiting trial 

when i saw her in the bedford hills prison 

judy dark said the back of the u-haul truck 

that took her from the scene of 

the robbery of a brink’s car was like the belly 

of jonah’s whale that could not hide 

her from god but hid her so well 

from herself 
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trainee 


are you going back to school 
you ask hoisting 

a tray of tresemme conditioner bottles 

onto the metal grating shelf 

as rain beats upon the night-dark skylight 

not yet i say 

someday maybe 

i catch you dragging your pallet jack uncertainly 

over the imprint of an oak leaf 

in the cement at the foot of 

a table of ladies’ pants 

when you stop i grab the handle and 

carefully drop the pallet to the floor 

so no one drops it on their foot 

i explain 

i see you making a foothold of 

a yellow plastic rack guard 

reaching for the back of a high shelf 

and i remind you of the cosco ladders 

stored at every fire exit 

in the most ominous voice i can manage i say 

it wouldn’t be good for anyone 

if something were to happen to you 

if something were to happen to me 
you say 

there would only be 

some annoying paperwork to be done 

i tell you that’s not true 
but you are let go 
within a month 
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dream the world to waking 


some mornings i have to dream 
this place into existence 
the lights just barely manage 
to flicker on half remain out 
they form a sheet blocking 
the sky in every direction 
uniform and not exactly awake 

in my uniform and not exactly awake 

i stumble forward my cart 

gently rattling knowing 

the apparatus of corporatist capitalism 

took a knockout punch last night 

will just barely manage to drag itself up 

because we are dragging ourselves up 
people like me are dreaming its 
stores factories warehouses into existence 
in an hour 

the remaining lights will awake 
the first customer will arrive probably 
the old man wearing big headphones 
beats by doctor dre 
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the body’s politics 


salud 

she says when 

our coworker sneezes 

stay healthy you 

don’t want to get sick you 

might have to miss work 

and that means less money 

to pay for the heat 

it’s cold outside 
the snow so high the governor 
declared a state of emergency 
but the store must stay open 
money is meant to flow 

at least it’s not walmart 
i work there too she says 
in the evenings sometimes 
we’re better off here trust me 

it is a tense moment 
when we fail to protest 
our bodies do it for us convulsing 
a sneeze a seizure a cardiac event 
a violent demonstration 
of the body’s politics 

snowed in at target 
we await rare moments of 
state intervention 
the travel ban 

that forced the store to close 
during the storm last week 
the threat of a fine when 
someone misses a lunch break 
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but if the state doesn’t intervene 
god knows 
our bodies will 
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realism at work 


and if they accuse us of 
demanding the impossible 
we can remind them what we do 
to accommodate their impossible demands 

how we live in aging parents’ basements 
on friends’ couches in shelters on the streets 
to make it possible for us to work for 
less than rent 

how we tirelessly arrange odd hours at 
second third jobs 
to make it possible to work on 
hours cut week to week 

how we hound the dta office 
to make it possible for us to eat 
when they misplace a form 
and cut off our food stamps 

how we sleep together on mattresses 
placed side-by-side on the floor 
to make it possible to sleep 
when we’ve run out of oil 

we make these things possible 
and unions 
living wages 

everything they call impossible 
from our angle appears realistic 
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lullaby 


cry little baby all you want 
daddy’s gonna buy you a toy elephant 
and if that elephant won’t walk then 
cry 

cry little baby all day long 

daddy’s gonna sing another song 

and when daddy’s got to go to work then 

cry 

cry little baby ’til you’re old 

daddy got a blanket for the cold 

and if you're no warmer when you wake then 

cry 
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two weeks’ notice 


in two weeks 
i’ll have been gone 
for two weeks 
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malala yousafzai 


o shimmering communist 
your voice echoes like thunder 
they want to martyr you alive 
to remember your body and 
bury your words 

o glimmering girl 

while our towering president 

stared at your scars 

you calmly tore 

him apart for his crimes 

we know we can count on you 

to hold heroes accountable 

o bell-ringing comrade 
say what makes them tremble 
the veil or the voice 
the girl or her bullet-wounds 
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a chill in summer 


it is summer and 
the world is warming 
but we shiver 

ice has appeared everywhere 

they lurk in walmart parking lots and take 

parents away in vans as their 

children watch 

a turkish man goes 

to the immigration bureau 

with his american wife 

to finalize some papers 

he admits many years ago he 

overstayed his visa 

he is detained on the spot 

he barely has time 

to take off his wedding ring 

and give it to his wife for safekeeping 

in tijuana deported children 

arrive at school not knowing 

a word of Spanish 

wondering if they will grow up 

before they are ever allowed to go home 
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neville 


up on this mountain it’s so clear 
there can be no peace 
in our time 

for the stale peace that precludes justice 
proves unpalatable 
to our generation 

there’s one good thing about being so close 
to the edge 

at last we can see all the way 
down 
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the time is ripe 


alright 
good night 

says the pilot of flight 
mike hotel three seven zero 
before the signal goes dead 
before the satellites 
the sky’s eyes turn in their sockets 
and allow two hundred people 
to slip away into silence 
before the world trains its eyes 
the satellites 

on a village in northern nigeria 

visibly alive just a week ago 

only rubble now 

and while we look there 

the drones patrol waziristan unchecked 

turn your eyes homeward 

poor kids can’t eat 

trans women can’t walk in public 

black men can’t 

breathe 

the time is ripe 

has long been ripe 

is overripe rotting putrid 

the foundation is 

crawling with termites 

is begging for us 

to tear it down 

to build something new 

something impossibly innocent 
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I782 / tongues 


S 7 /I 7/2 d /a\1 1 Slhcf sometimes i want to speak 

i\ r I 78 So Ida So 1\vd in a tongue so true so pure 

o\c>i pa 1 , pr/SccJ dv|, 7\|/)S1 j\|, only god themself could understand 

1 in r in di\|,V[1 f |,ip\ Safi to be a mere conduit of divine song 

1 \o \a1 /rl 1 Sc JucfO/u to know not what I say forevermore 
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